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Two NEW SONGS 
A Lgibt Heart and a thin Pair of Breeches: 
| The Spinning of the Tow. 
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A light Heart and a thin Pair of Breetches. 


The Spinning of the Tow. 


YE frolickſome ſparks of the game Here was an auld wife and a wee“ pickle tow, 
1 ye miſers both wretched and old, and ſhe would gae try the ſpinning o't; 
Attend unto Billy by name, | But louting her down her rock took a low, 

who once hade his hat full of gold, and that was an ill beginning ot. 
With ſcven ſcore acres of land, She lap and ſhe grat, ſhe flet and ſhe flang, 

and corn and cattle great ſtore, ſhe threw and ſhe blew ſhe wriggled the wrang, 


And now | have none at command, ſhe chocked ſhe bockcd, and ſwear let me hang, 
apd yer I'm as gay as before. if ever I try the ſpinning o't, 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, | 
or aoy ſuch glittering toys, I wanted a fark this eight years and ten, 


A light heart and a thin pair of breeches, and this was to have been the beginni og o'r, 
goes thro” the world brave boys, But Iſwear 1 ſhall want it for as lang again 
My tather was clothed in leather, if ever I try the ſpinning ot. | 
my mother in ſheeps ruſſet gray, For never fince they ca'd me what they ca'me 
They labour'd in all kind of weather did fic a miſhap or miſhanter befa* me, 
that I might go gallant and gay, But I's gie you leave to hang me or draw me, 
My rapier cap mounted with feather, if ever I try the ſpinning o't. | 


my heart was as light a 8a cork 
W hat my parents have gathre'd together, I keeped my houſe this three ſcore of years, 


I ipread all abroad with a frok. and ne'er Cid try the ſpinning o't 
Then why ſhould, &c. But fow I was ſarked foul fa“ them that fpears, 
The merchant that trades by the ſeas it minds me upo' the beginning ot. 


But the women are now of days grown fo bra', 
that ilka ane maun hae a ſark ſome maun hae twa 


Ihe world was better when fint ane awas 


for the riches you very well know, 
His mind can be ſeldom at caſe 
when bluſtcring billows do blow, 


His happineſs can be but ſmall, had a rag but ane gfer the beginning o't 
for fear of ſome terrible news, 
But he that hath nothiog at all, Foul fa“ them that efer adviſ'd me to ſpin, 
can ne' er be afraid that he loſe. that had been fo lang of beginning o'r 
| Then why ſhould, &c. I might have ended as I bid begin, 
Should they make me a juſtice of peace, and never had try*d the ſpinning oft 
an alderman, ſheriff or mayor, But they ſay ſhe'sa wiſe wife that kens ber ain weird 
With riches my cares would increaſe I thought on a day it ſhould ne'er be ſpeir'd 
and drive me quite into deſpair, How ye let the low take your rock by the beard, 
But Ile ve to be jolly and free, when ye ged to try the ſpinning ofr, 


and quiſe unconcern'd in mind, | 
And there is danger in being ſo great. The ſpianing the ſpinning it gars my heart ſob, 
Then why Hhould, &c. when ever | think on the beginning oꝰt 


My for une is pretty well ſpent | I thevught I would ancs on a day made a web 
my lands and cattle and corn, and this was to have been the beginning o't 

But yet I'm as full of content, But had I fix dothers as I have but three, 
as ere I was fince I was born. the ſafeſt and ſoundeſt advice I could gie, 

I' never be troubled with wealth, Is that they from ſpinning would keep their hands 
My pockets are drain'd very dry, for fear of an ill beginning o't, | (free 


I'll walk where I pleale for my health, 
and fear no robbiag nor ſpy. But in ſpite of ny counſel if they muſt need tin 
Then why ſhovld,.&c, the ſame dreary riſk o' the ſpinning o'r, 


Some ſay that care kil'd the cat, Let them ſeck out a leath in the heat of the ſun, 
and ſtarv'd her for fear ſhe ſhould die, thai venture on the beginning o't 
But Iwill be wiſer than that, But O do as I did alas and avow! * 
for the d—l a care have I; to buſk up a rock at the cheek of a low, 
But a toſs to the jolly brown bowl, They'l! {wear that I had little wit in my pow, 
to drive awiy torrow and ftrife, and as litcle ado wich the ſpinning o'r,” 
Here's a tois to the jolly brave ſœul, | 
that never took Care $1 his life. F I N i 4 
Then why ſhon!d we quiere tor riches, | | 
or any ſuch glittering toys, | July 5, 1775- 


A light beart and a thin pair cf brecches, 
gocs thro' the World brayc Boys. 


